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Hamdi Effendi. Ahmad was no longer accompanied, and, much to my relief, the man disappeared from the kitchen. I had been unable to object to his presence there, as it was outside the house, but I did not enjoy my food till he left. I had been warned about this, and in fact had lived for some time on hard-boiled eggs. It is not by any means impossible to poison a boiled egg, but to do it properly requires more ingenuity than the ordinary Turkish policeman possesses.
I had no further trouble with the authorities during the siege. The sentries remained guarding the doors of my house, and when I wanted to go out I had to send for Hamdi Effendi. There was however nothing for it but to submit to these inconveniences till communication with the outside world should be restored.